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the gleam of their rifles, we know they are well
armed. Unlike the Bedouin, every red-skin has
a revolver of his own; some of them have two or
three revolvers in their belts; almost every one
slings a rifle across his horse. They seem to be
crossing our path. "Who are these Indians?" I
ask the driver, by whose side I am sitting on the
box. " Well," says he, in the deliberate Western
fashion, " guess they are some cuss." They seem to
have halted; for the moment, as I think, they are
trying to prevent our seeing a white horse, which
one of them is leading. " Guess I can't make
them out," adds the driver, after taking time to
consider his want of opinion; "if they were
friendly, they would come to us and beg; if they
were thieves, they would hide in the creek, so as
not to be seen; guess they are out on the war-
path." When they draw up, we can count them;
they are only five men in number, with four led
horses in addition to their own. Five men would
not dream of attacking the mail, in which there
might be a dozen men and guns; especially not
when the blinds are down, and they cannot from
their coign of vantage see into the coach, and
count the number of their foes. A sure know-
ledge of the enemies to be met in fight is a car-